MANOIR DE NEAUFLES  SAINT-MARTIN,
GISORS, EURE

May

THIS ADDRESS REPRESENTS the Mecca of an annual
pilgrimage. Lovers of the works of Guy de Maupassant
may think that I come here to offer tribute to the scene
of his famous story, Le Rosier de Madame Httsson. I
greatly respect the town for that reason, also for its
church and castle, but most of all do I pay homage to its
river, the Epte, which runs through M. Edmond Veil-
Picard's bloodstock farm* It is a majestic river, about the
breadth of the Thames, and contains huge trout which
only rise during the mayfly season.

Wherefore you may discern that my pilgrimage is not
of saintly nature, unless you raise the mayfly to the
dignity of the patron saint of all trout fishermen.

The routine of thought in my journey is unchanging.
At Victoria I am just as impressed with the Continental
boat train as if I had never crossed the Channel As the
boat leaves Newhaven, the lights of Brighton give out
her naughty twinkles; on the other side of the ship
Seaford snores contentedly, and I murmur a prayer of
thanks that I am on board S.S. Worthing and not on one
of the tubs which used to roll into the harbour in the
early 1900*8.

At Dieppe, having lain aboard until the reasonable
hour of 7,30 a.m., one is awakened by the affectionate
greetings of the French fisherfolk to each other as they
discuss the prices of the overnight catch.

Song-writers have told us about roses blooming in
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